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Cherries; or, Strange Fruit 


George cooled his forehead over the air-conditioner, the air stale and artificially cold. They'd just kicked out the 
last of the hangers-on, the pouting girls and the fans who met them in every city, all alike but for their 
names. He was sick of having the same conversations over and over: how do you get your tone? wow your 
guitar is so cool! you must get a lot of pussy on the road, huh? | made a demo, give it a listen Im eighteen, | 
swear. He was even a little afraid of them, the lust in their eyes -- not merely lust for his body, but for 
everything he represented. Success, rock stardom. Sometimes, George felt like they'd strip everything from 


him if they could, from his sinews to his marrow, to have a little piece of him for themselves. 


The hotels were also all alike, but for their names. This one had the same scratchy comforter, the 
familiar /unfamiliar ugly painting, the little nightstand with a Bible hidden inside the cheap particle-wood drawer. 


They'd snorted cocaine off that Bible. He and Jeff had felt a little naughty, guiding the straw down the spine, 


sucking up the white powder. It's pages were so thin and delicate they were almost translucent: 


Jeff lay sideways across the bed, his relentless energy having at last failed him. After tonight's show they'd 
got high, eaten some waxy-tasting hotel food, entertained some fans. Tomorrow night, they'd do it all again 
They were beyond exhausted. They should have been asleep hours ago. 


Laughter bubbled out of Jeff. 
"What's so funny?" demanded George, rising from his crouch by the air-conditioner. 


‘I've got a fucking stiffy," said Jeff, biting his lip to stop the giggles, buzzy Ahhnn hnnn sounds escaping though 


his nose. 


Without really meaning to, George's eyes fell across Jeff's body, traveling from the navel, exposed when his t- 
shirt had ridden up, down to where a faint trail of hair disappeared into his boxer shorts. An erection jutted 
out from the fabric. Jeff wiggled his toes, then curled them, then wiggled them again. Perhaps his energy was 


returning. 
"What's so funny about that?" 


It's ridiculous," said Jeff, still staring up at the ceiling. "There's no fathomable reason for me to have a raging 
stiffy right now! | mean, the girls just left not ten minutes ago. Its ridiculous. Its ri-cockulous." 


George shrugged. "I get that when I'm coming down off coke. Look, it's happening right now." Obligingly, Jeff 
lifted his head to see that, indeed, George was sporting an erection of his own. He burst into giggles again. 


It was a shame the girls were already gone, thought George. They'd looked over them both with lascivious 
eyes all night. But when George was high on coke, a girl could literally be straddling him, pussy in his face, and 
he couldn't get aroused. Sober was another story. When he was sober, George couldn't get enough of girls. 
They were an addiction in themselves. But coke killed his libido, only to taunt him with an erection as he came 


down. 


Jeff sprang up in a sudden burst of motion, on his hands and knees, bouncing a little on the mattress. "We 
should swordfight!" He thrust his hips a bit to make his erection swing about, while making absurd lightsabre 


noises, then clasped his hand over his mouth to mimic Darth Vader. 


George gleefully charged at him, leaping upon the bed and wrestling Jeff around, mostly to make him laugh 
harder. He liked rough-housing with Jeff, but he had to check himself. George had grown up a wild thing, 
running barefoot by the lake in all weather, climbing trees, fighting the local boys. Jeff, like a hothouse flower, 


bruised easily, and everything George did to him seemed to leave a mark 

"If only you knew the powah of the Dark Side!" 

"Nerd," said George fondly, as his fingers darted here and there, tickling Jeff's armpits and sensitive flanks. 
George let Jeff wrestle him, pit his strength against him, until Jeff collapsed against the pillows, head thrown 


back and neck exposed in submission. His face was pleasantly flushed with color. Even his voice deserted him, 


his laughs were breathy, desperate things. 


George clasped Jeff tight against him and laid his weight upon him, pressing him down but reassuring him, 
silently, that the tickling and wrestling were done. They could relax. His stubble rasped the side of Jeffs neck; 
he felt a shiver run through him. Suddenly, George fell very weary, very heavy. He didn't want to get up. He 
wanted to lay here, his nose wedged almost under Jeff's ear and.. rest, or even sleep. Jeff's broad chest could 
take the weight of him, he didn't have a woman's soft breasts to be crushed or pinched. They were pressed 
so close that George could almost feel Jeff's heartbeat in his belly. He imagined that he could feel it slow from 
a blast beat as Jeff relaxed beneath him. 


"George," whispered Jeff. George lifted his fuzzy head to regard him solemnly. "George.. what are you doing?" 


George became aware that he was not laying perfectly still. His body, moving to an internal rhythm, rocked 
against Jeff, a movement that started in his hips and made its way in undulations up his spine. He realized he 


was grinding his erection against Jeff. 


"'m--" George tried to stop, but Jeff locked his feet over the backs of his legs and pressed up to meet him. 
George squeezed his eyes shut and let out a low moan, Fuck, this felt good. The fabric of his shorts chafed at 
his cockhead; he reached between his legs and pulled his shorts down. The cool air touching his cock almost 
jolted him out of whatever spell he was under, but Jeff pushed up against him again, and George was lost to 
sensation. He pressed into the juncture of Jeff's thighs, feeling the hard length of Jeff's own cock against his 
belly. The shifting expressions on Jeff's face enraptured him; he watched as pleasure etched itself in the 
crease in Jeff's brow, in the tremble of his lips, in the fluttering of his eyelashes. 


"Oh, don't stop," pleaded Jeff. 


George thrust against him again, wishing he could get inside him somehow. Everything seemed too beautiful to 
be real. Jeff heaved up against him and cried out so loud that George clamped a hand over his mouth to quiet 
him. He felt Jeff's body strain against him, and then a splatter of something hot against his belly. George 
propped himself up on a knee and grasped his own cock. A couple of strokes took him to the edge, as well. He 


came with his eyes screwed shut, cursing under his breath. 


He collapsed against Jeff again, only to be knocked off as Jeff desperately scrambled backward. Shaking himself 
a little, George sat up. 


Jeff was pressed against the headboard of the bed, his face gone chalk-white. He didn't look afraid, more like 


he was looking to George to assure him of what was real and unreal. "Did that really just happen?" he asked. 


"What--" George started to say, but he stopped himself. Stupid to ask what Jeff was talking about, when they 
were both splattered in cum. He wondered if he'd just ruined the only good thing he had going for him. 


"Did we just.. have sex?" Jeff asked in wonderment. He seemed to be groping for the right word to use. Had 
they fucked? Made love? Vocabulary failed him for once. 


"This was just, uh, foolin’ around," said George. It was a lame explanation, but it was the best he could do. He 
was mostly down from the coke, but still exhausted, and just as shocked as Jeff at what had transpired 
between them. He didn't have it in him at the best of times to have a crisis over his sexuality, and this was 


far from the best of times. 


Jeff touched his cock, flinching a little at how oversensitive he felt. He looked up at George and said, "Yeah. We 
were just fooling around. Nothing more to it, right? Nobody got hurt." 


"l'm not hurt," George assured him. “Jeff, you're bleeding.’ 


Blood ran from Jeffs nostril to fall from his chin, leaving a tiny bomb-burst on his belly. Jeff dabbed at the 
blood with his hand. 


